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INTRODUCTION 


During my time | have spent serving the Jihad here in Sham, | have met countless brothers 
from all different backgrounds. Many beautiful brothers have come to this blessed land and 
have sacrificed their lives to raise the Word of Allah the highest and to create an Islamic 
state. 


The most beautiful brothers you will ever meet in your life are those you meet in Jihad. This 
small book is dedicated to my beloved brothers who have gone forward, and are now, 
bi’ithnillah in the hearts of green birds. 


| write these short snippets from the lives of the Shuhada' in hope that | can encourage 
many through them, and also giving the readers a glimpse of what the jihadi life is like. 


Indeed many have come and gone, spilling their blood in this blessed land, and their 
sacrifices only increase us in eagerness and longing for our own martyrdom. These short 
biographies show the lives of just a few of the soldiers of Allah who sacrificed all they had 
for the pleasure of Allah. Our martyred brothers have written history with their blood, and 
we pray that Allah accepts their deeds and admits them in His Paradise. 


| close with the words of Shaykh Usamah Bin Ladin where he said describing the martyrs: 
"Your lives and the last drops of your blood are to be shed for the everlasting glory of the 
Ummah and it is through these martyrs and their blood that shall bring forth the grace and 
goodness of the Ummah. They shall always serve as the bridge to help give honour and 
dignity to the Ummah. Your sacrifices and your blood shall rise as the ultimate in giving 
respect, and help educate and bring an understanding to those deviant for their being 
uninitiated towards this sacred cause.” t 


1 [Quoting from: Islamabad The News in English - Independent daily, member of the Jang Publishing Group] 


ABU SAYF AL-WAHID BRITANI 


The brother with the knife 


This was a brother | had met in Raqqa around Muharram 1436. He was from the UK but 
originally from a Bangladeshi origin. | was first introduced to him by a good friend and 
brother, Abū Dharr Somali”. As the weeks went on, | managed to have a strong friendship 
with this brother. 


He was well built and was very skilled in mixed martial arts (MMA). Whenever | used to see 
him, he always used to carry his knife around with him. He was known to be the one who 
always takes his knife wherever he goes. Many times when brothers go out for a scroll, we 
took our guns and ammunition with us, yet this brother would casually walk around with 
nothing but a knife. 


He was very skilled in his knife attacks and defenses and had a lot of confidence, sometimes 
so much that we even used to worry for him. 


During the period when | was doing Hisbah work in Raqqa, Abu Sayf Al-Wahid used to 
accompany me and we used to walk the streets together ensuring the Law of Allah was 
upheld and no citizen of the State broke any Law. As | had my AK47 over one shoulder and a 
stick in the other hand, he only had his knife strapped to his waist. Even during our house 
searches, it was important that we have our guns on us for safety reasons especially if we 
were going to search a house of a person we believed to be a spy. Yet Abu Sayf Al-Wahid, 
never once hesitated to go around with nothing but his knife; such confidence and courage. 


We were once taking a few prisoners to the Police station, and | saw how he was casually 
walking with his hands in his pockets, not even with the slightest fear. 


He had a strong jahiliyyah which saw him stab many people and his arms were covered in 
tattoos, yet | swear by the One in Whose Hand is my soul, | have never met a brother who 
was so mature and so humble, not ever boasting about his Jahiliyyah. | never once saw even 
an ounce of pride or arrogance from this brother, even though he could easily have had so 
much. 


On occasions, he would not have a lot of money yet he would be very generous towards his 
brothers, buying them food and not ever talking about 'repaying the favor' or asking others 
to pay next time. 


We had a strong relationship where we would sometimes sit for long durations of time at 
night and just talk about life. We would buy some food and sit on the floor by the sidewalk 
and have the most deepest of discussions. From the very first time we met we both felt such 


2 See p.14 for his biography. 
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a strong bond between us. It was as if our souls had met in Jannah hence why we were so 
accustomed and comfortable with each other. 


During my injury, | used to travel a lot between Al-Bāb and Raqqa, and | used to bump into 
him in the most random of places and when | didn’t even expect it. The last time | saw him 
was when | went to Raqqa to visit a brother in the hospital. We accompanied each other, 
and as | was walking towards the bus station to go back to Al-Bab, we were talking about life 
and how we had left everything and everyone behind in the west. 


As | went to the bus station and | sat down waiting for my bus, we spoke a lot about almost 
everything. He expressed his desire to get married and raise a family, and even though he 
lived a very harsh life before, he was the kind of guy that | would happily give a tazkiyah for 
and easily give my sister’s hand in marriage to. If someone never knew his past were to try 
and guess what sort of person he was in his jahiliyyah, he would never be able to guess due 
to his humbleness and complete change in personality. Islam had changed him for the 
better. 


As we were talking, he mentioned how he was running a little low on cash and | gave him 
some money, he smiled and thanked me so much. As | sat on the bus and saw him walk 
away, | quickly jumped off, called him over and gave him some more money. He seemed so 
delighted and couldn’t stop thanking me. | then sat on the bus and saw him as he walked 
away into the distance, not knowing that | would never see him again. 


He was martyred in Kobani around January / February time. May Allah grant him the highest 
stations in Jannah, amin. 


ABU MUSA FRANCI 


Soft with the Believers, harsh with the Kuffar 


Abu Musa Franc! was a brother who | had met in my training camp back when | was with 
Jabhat An-Nusrah, and after | came to Dawlah he would always send me messages on my 
Whatsapp reprimanding me for not telling him about my plans as he also wanted to come. 
We would have friendly arguments about it, and a few months later he managed to come to 
Dawlah as well. 


He was a brother who was probably the most humble brother | had ever met. He never 
complained about anything bad which others may have done to him, and he was quick to 
give up his rights to please his brothers and rectify situations. If someone owed him money 
which they forgot about, he would forgive them; if someone asked him of a favor, he would 
do it; if someone blamed him for something, he would humbly accept his error and 
apologize. 


| would be astonished at how such a humble brother could have a duel personality; humble 
towards the believers on the one side, yet so harsh towards the Kuffaar on the other side. | 
would ask how he had become a jihadi as | could never imagine him killing anyone, not even 
a fly, and he would smile and say it's an obligation as instructed to us in the Quran. So 
humble towards the believers, yet still a tough Mujahid on the battlefield. 


Once when | was in the hospital visiting another brother, | bumped into him and saw him 
with another friend of ours (AbU Mus'ab Franci) who had shrapnel from a rocket pierce into 
his flesh from head to toe in the back. | asked Abd Musa what happened and he said that 
the two of them were sitting in a car along with two other brothers about 100 meters 
behind front lines when a rocket hit the car. One brother got shahadah, another got slightly 
injured, Abu Mu'sab here got severely injured and when | asked Abu Musa what happened 
to him, he smiled and said, 'Nothing alhamdulillah'. He was so calm and humble and he 
smiled as he indirectly made fun of the injured brother, who managed to laugh as well. 


Abu Musa was probably the most handsome brother | have ever met. He would sit down 
and eat food, and the brothers would look at him commenting on his hair or his looks. Once 
during ribat, he was walking to the lookout position from the house and the brother asked 
him whether he was coming to safeguard the borders or pose for a TV show. He was 
naturally a very handsome brother, and the brothers used to pick on him, commenting on 
his pose even if he would just stand by the wall doing nothing. He was a very humble 
brother and he never had any pride in his good looks. 


He had long hair which he would comb back with his hands when it would come down over 
his eyes or face, and he would get so shy when the brothers would speak of his good looks. 
No matter what he would do, the brothers would imitate him, joking with him in a brotherly 
way, and he would just smile in return. 
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He was martyred in Kobani around February / March 2015, may Allah grant him the 72 
beautiful women which He has promised the Shuhada’, amin. 


ABU ‘ALT KASHMIRI 


My best friend and guide 


Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri, although younger than me by 
two years, was like my early supervisor and initial 
teacher. Although | had undergone my training in 
the camps, | would learn a lot from Abu “АІТ 
Kashmiri. | remember he once told me that rule 
number one of ribat is to increase our defense 
every day. And later when he would see me in 
ribat (in Dawlah) making sandbags or digging 
trenches, | would look at him and repeat rule 
number one of ribat to him, and he would smile 
with such a beautiful smile. 


He was like my teacher and mentor, like an elder 
brother to me (even though he was two years 
younger than me) as he had the qualities of 
someone who looks out for others. 





When I was in Jabhat An-Nusrah, Abd ‘Alt Kashmiri along with Abd Amanah Somali? would 
speak to me about Dawlah and | would ask them many questions, which later on lead me to 
join the blessed State*. Whenever someone from Jabhat An-Nusrah spoke ill of Dawlah, | 
would think of Abu ‘Alt Kashmiri, and just the thought of Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri being as they 
described was enough to know that all the rumors against Dawlah were false. The two of 
these brothers (AbG Amanah Somali and Abd ‘Ali Kashmiri) were hiding out in Jabhat An- 
Nusrah territory as Abu Amanah Somali was injured in hospital and so Abu ‘All Kashmirt 
stayed behind with him. He risked his own life to ensure his brother was safe. As this was 
within the first few months of the Sahawat, FSA was still going around in Jabhat An-Nusrah 
territory and kidnapping many brothers who they assumed to be from Dawlah, so for Abu 
‘All Kashmiri to stay behind was a very brave and courageous act. 


If anyone found out that these two brothers were from Dawlah, it would mean certain 
death, so their identity and secrecy was vital. However, within a few days of speaking to Abu 
‘All Kashmiri, he told me that he was from Dawlah. The level of trust we had between us 
was immense. 


3 See next chapter for his biography. 

4 Please refer to my other book titled, “Why | Left Jabhat An-Nusrah” for full details of why | left. The book can 
be downloaded from the following link: https://theauthenticbase.files.wordpress.com/2015/09/why-i-left- 
jabhat-an-nusrah.pdf 
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Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri was not only a Muhajir, but he also had the qualities of an Ansar. For when 
| arrived in Sham, he was the one who assisted me in getting accustomed to life in Sham. He 
would show me around the town, show me where the hospital was, where the pharmacy 
was, and if | needed anything he would assist me in the matter. For me, he was not only a 
Muhajir, but he was also an Ansar, and very few of those in Sham have combined between 
these two virtuous titles. Many of the locals here in Sham are Ansar by name only, but Abu 
‘All Kashmiri was an Ansar by his actions. He not only reaped the rewards of being a 
Muhajir, but he also reaped the rewards of being an Ansar. 


Whenever he managed to get some money from outside he saw it as an obligation upon 
himself to thank Allah for this blessing, and he done this by giving a portion of his wealth to 
those brothers less fortunate than him. Furthermore, when he was in need of money he 
would not ask others for financial assistance, instead he would patiently endure the 
hardships. Once when he received some money from outside sources, he spoke to me about 
it and he expressed his happiness over it. It was not a lot of money but it was sufficient for a 
few months. | enquired into his situation prior to receiving this money and he told me how 
he had nothing. | was somewhat upset at him for not asking me for help as | had quite a lot 
of money at that time, but | was also astonished to see how patient and humble he was with 
his state. He never lowered himself to the position of asking others for wealth, and this is a 
blessed characteristic which only a few people possess. His shyness prevented him from 
asking others, and this was what made him more generous when he did have wealth. 


During the Sahawaat, he retreated from far west of Idlib to the far east of Halab. He would 
talk about his experiences and tell me a lot about how it changed him. During these tough 
times, he was with another Syrian brother and they would walk up and down the 
mountains, sleeping in the woods in the cold winter nights. When he left Idlib, he had to 
leave everything behind, even his luggage, money and all he possessed. He only had his gun 
and his magazines with him. He would tell me that it felt like he had done hijrah twice; once 
when he left the UK, and the second time during the Sahawat. | am summarizing his 
experiences in just a short paragraph but by Allah, so much can be said about what he went 
through. 


He attained martyrdom in Kobani around January 2015. Those around him mentioned that 
he was sleeping in one of the houses when a rocket landed a few houses away. Yet due to 
the shock wave of the blast, Abu Ali’s insides got torn and a piece of metal pierced into his 
neck. How blessed he was to have attained martyrdom while fast asleep in ribat. Imagine 
going to sleep and waking up with your soul in the heart of a green bird flying around in 
Paradise not even knowing how you got Shahadah. Imagine the mixture of feelings when 
you awaken; the feeling of being slightly confused as to how you got Shahadah, and the 
excitement that you actually made it. 


| remember when | got news of his Shahadah; | was in Raqqa at the time and when а 
brother told me about his martyrdom, | felt like falling on the floor in sujood. It affected me 
like nothing before. | had never cried as much as | did when | heard he got Shahadah, and | 
don’t think | will ever cry as much for anyone else. At the time | came out of a masjid and 
was off to the souk to buy breakfast, yet my whole 15 minute walk to the bakery felt like 
forever. | was walking with my head down, still confused and lost as to what | just heard. | 
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did not eat breakfast that day except a little. About an hour later | bumped into the same 
brother who told me about Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri’s martyrdom, and he immediately noticed that 
| was not my normal self. He reassured me and asked whether | was going to be ok. There 
was nothing | could say in response so | just praised Allaah and the rest of my day was a 
complete blur. Brothers would come and speak to me, but | would not respond nor pay any 
attention to what was going on around me. It was a gloomy day which was like no other. He 
was with me right from the beginning and the thought of me losing him never once crossed 
my mind. Those around him who witnessed his burial informed me that they smelt a 
beautiful fragrance coming from his body; a pleasant sign indeed. 


After his martyrdom | would always do du’a to Allah that He shows him to me in my dream. | 
vowed not to give up begging Allah until | saw his face again. The days would go by with me 
constantly asking Allah. The days soon turned into weeks, and the weeks soon turned into 
months; yet | never gave up in doing du’a to Allah for Him to show me Abu ‘Alt Kashmiri in 
my dream. Then one day in ribat | had a dream of him and | woke up thanking Allah for 
showing me him. It was a wonderful dream and | pray that Allah unites us in Paradise. 


| remember once | was sitting in an internet café talking to a few brother on Whatsapp, and 
when they mentioned Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri, | froze in remembrance of him. As the brother 
carried on messaging me, | put my phone down on my lap and covered my eyes as tears 
rolled down my cheeks and onto my beard. Those around me in the café looked at me as | 
sat there with tears rolling down my cheeks. For the likes of Abu Ali, lets the tears flow! 


Even till this day, when | think of him it causes my eyes to swell and | force myself not to 
shed a tear. While writing these words now, | can feel my eyes getting watery. Because of 
Allah, and then because of him | came to Dawlah and just knowing that every deed | do 
here, every Kaafir | kill, every second | spend in ribat, it pleases me knowing that he also gets 
the reward (due to him bringing me here). | live my life, eagerly waiting for the Day of 
Judgement where | will see him again, as he ascends higher in Jannah due to my deeds 
which he also gets a copy of the rewards. 


Abu ‘All was the type who was loved by everyone who met him. He never got on anyone's 
nerves and was firm upon this path, always smiling and making those around him smile. 


| wish to say more about this beautiful brother and the experiences | had with him, yet the 
more | speak of him, the more my heart cries and aches in remembrance of him. Although 
he has gone forward and left me behind, he is still in my heart. Friends come and go, but the 
bond between two close brothers cannot be severed even by death. Jihad is a place where 
you continuously meet beautiful brothers, however there is no one who has been so close 
to my heart and so beloved to me than Abu ‘Alt Kashmiri. No matter how many beautiful 
brothers | met after his martyrdom, no one can replace him. 


No one can be as close to me as he was to me. | would attend battles with him, do ribat with 
him and we would accompany each other on every mission. | remember on my first battle, 
he was by my side and would constantly advise me the closer we got to the battlefield. Even 
during the fight he stuck by my side. As it was my first battle, | was somewhat inexperienced 
so for Abu ‘Ali to stick by my side was a genuine act of love and required patience from his 
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part. Every opportunity he got he would advise me, whether in the heat of the battle or on 
ribat. The love between us was strong and real, may Allah love you more for all you 
sacrificed for me. 


He was my mentor, my tutor, my supervisor, my advisor... Abu ‘All Kashmiri, you are greatly 
missed. May Allah unite me with him in the Hereafter and bless him abundantly for all he 
taught me. 
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ABU AMANAH SOMALI 


Calm, relaxed, and a very good leader 


Abu Amanah alongside Abu ‘Alt Kashmiri were the two who helped me come to Dawlah. He 
was a very knowledgeable brother and was well versed in the Arabic language. | remember 
on my last day in Jabhat An-Nusrah, | was sitting in a car with Abu Amanah from 8pm till 
2am talking about Dawlah. Whenever my Amirs of Jabhat An-Nusrah used to criticize 
Dawlah brothers, | would think of Abd Amanah Somali and Abu ‘Alt Kashmiri, and just their 
manners were sufficient proof to dispel all the lies and arguments against Dawlah. 


| remember when | used to visit him in the hospital, | would come sit next to him, and he 
would advise me about jihad and we would speak for hours. Although he was injured and in 
a lot of pain, he never once complained about his injury. 


Due to his experience of admin work, he became one of the admins for our battalion. He 
worked very hard to ensure the battalion was running smoothly, from scheduled holidays 
for those on ribat, to ensuring food and military equipment was sufficient for all fighters. 
Our battalion had approximately 300 brothers in it, and he undertook the workload on his 
shoulders very smoothly. Whenever someone wanted to speak to him, he was always 
willing to listen; he was open about criticisms and never made a decision without 
consultation (Shtrah). No matter how big or small the decision was, he never forsook doing 
Shurah with us. 


Administrating a battalion of 300 men can become very stressful and tiring yet Abu Amanah 
undertook the work with ease and calmness. When he wasn't working, he was either seen 
reading the Quran from memory or enjoying the companionship of his brothers. A very 
relaxed brother who worked very hard for our battalion. 


| remember when Abu Amanah, with his broken arm, was wrestling with another brother 
who had a broken leg. The two of them wrestled and it was a scene that brought a smile on 
everyone's face. Seeing two ‘disabled’ brothers trying to grapple with each other and get 
each other in locks and submission moves was something which lightened everyone's day 
up. Even through tough times of being injured, he still managed to enjoy his life and not get 
saddened or disheartened due to his injury. 


When | got news of his shahadah, | almost came to tears, as he and Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri were 
the ones who brought me to Dawlah and helped me a lot during my initial period in Sham. 
Yet the thought of him going to Jannah and being reunited with Abu ‘Alt Kashmiri eased my 
pain. 


He attained martyrdom in Kobant in February 2015, leaving behind his wife and kids. May 
Allah make it easy upon her to raise their kids and may they grow up to be lions of jihad. 
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While writing these words in memory of this beautiful brother, | had a dream of him. In fact, 
| had two dreams about him in the same day. In the first dream, | saw him in a room 
standing behind Abu Musa Britant, and after hugging and then kissing Abu Musa on the 
forehead, | done the same to Abt Amanah. This dream occurred to me while | was in the 
front lines of ribat in Wilayah Halab, prior to praying Fajr Salah.° 


That same day prior to Zhuhr Salah, | was asleep and | had another dream of Abu Amanah 
Somali. In this dream | was sitting down in a back garden to a house alongside Abu Sa’d 
Sudani. It was a dark night and as we were sitting down, Abu Amanah came to the back 
garden from the side of the house and stood just one step in front of the shade of the house 
from the moonlight so we could see him. Abu Sa’d Sudani called his name out in shock and 
excitement, and then | started staring at Abu Amanah trying to decipher whether it was 
actually him or not as it looked exactly like him but we knew him to be martyred. Due to the 
angle of the moon’s light upon him it was somewhat hard to tell, but after starting at him 
for a while | was certain it was him. When | was 100% certain it was him | jumped up crying 
and ran towards him. He then walked away for about 20 meters as | went after him. | was 
then crying so profusely and begging him not to go away and to speak to me; he then looked 
at me and walked towards me in a very calm pace. We both went back to the back garden of 
this house and as | sat down he stood in the moonlight talking to me. During the entire 
conversation | was in tears and my tears were sufficient for him to know how much | missed 
him. He advised me with something that | cannot disclose and | asked him for a sign. 


That day | woke up and offered my Zhuhr prayer and during the whole prayer my eyes were 
flowing in tears. May Allah allow me to implement what he advised me and may He unite 
me with my beloved brothers who have already attained martyrdom, amin. 


5 Please refer to p. 27 for the full dream. 
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ABU DHARR SOMALI 


The nashid man 


Abu Dharr came to Sham about a month or two after | came. He was 
about 19 years old and had a very unique personality. 


He had a very beautiful voice and he loved to sing nashids for the 
brothers. Sometimes we would be sitting in ribat and he would just 
start to sing a nashid; and many times he would make the words up as 
he goes along. 


| can recall numerous occasions where brothers would be sitting down 
and Abu Dharr would start to sing a nashid randomly. Once during 
ribat, it was his turn to wash the dishes, a task which he was not very 
fond of. He tried so hard to make excuses not to do them, but the Amir 
was persistent, so he had no choice. We were all looking at him as he 
got up and as he took his long lazy walk towards the kitchen. He had his 
head down as he walked and we all knew how boring he found it to wash the dishes. As he 
went to the kitchen and started washing the piles and piles of dishes, we could hear him 
singing a nashid. It was such a beautiful scene. We all knew how much he disliked washing 
the dishes and him singing nashids was his way to help him kill his boredom. Ya Abu Dharr, 
you're so unique and beautiful! 





Sometimes we could just tell him to do a nashid about a certain topic and he would start to 
sing on the spot, making lyrics up as he sings. Once the two of us went Shadadi (a small 
town in the deserts of Sham, very close to the Iraqi border), and during the heat of the 
midday sun as we were walking slowly and fatigued in the sandy roads and pathways, he 
randomly started singing a few verses of a nashid. And these were purely his own nashids in 
English which he would come up with in his head. It was a way for him to kill his boredom. 


He was the type of brother who would sing a nashid when everyone went quiet or when no 
one was anticipating it. 


He was not very good at rhyming couplets, yet due to his voice, you would not pay attention 
to it. | remember telling him that it would be better if he used rhyming couplets in his 
nashids. So as he started making up his lyrics, | would correct him on every couplet he made, 
and gave him a better line to say. This went on for about 5 minutes, each time he could 
never think of a rhyming word, and then after so many failed attempts, he looked at me and 
said, "What does rhyming mean?" | laughed so hard that my stomach started to hurt. Abu 
Dharr Somali was such a beautiful and unique brother. 


He attained martyrdom in Kobant along with 7 other Somali brothers. May Allah grant him 
the highest abodes in Jannah, amin. 
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ABU MUHAMMAD ANSARI 


The doctor with a smile, loved by all 


| first met Abu Muhammad when | had my motorcycle accident back in May 2014. | had 
scars all over my hands, my arms, my hip and both my knees. When Abd Muhammad Ansari 
saw me, he smiled at me as | walked in with pain. He assisted me to the hospital bed, and 
began treating my scars. The sight of the blood and burnt skin was a nasty sight, however 
Abu Muhammad Ansari never once had any facial expression which showed his dislike for it. 
He would always smile as he operated on the brothers. 


While he was cleaning my wounds and bandaging me, he asked if | got burnt due to making 
bombs and | said no, so he asked me how this happened and | told him it was a motorcycle 
accident. He smiled at me and carried on with his task of bandaging me. The next month 
saw me going to the hospital every other day to clean my wounds and get my arm wrapped 
again with a fresh bandage. And | always saw him helping those around him with a smile on 
his face, never complaining about the tasks he was doing. 


A few months later | was injured again, and when | went to the hospital he saw me and 
smiled with a huge grin. He loved helping the injured and everyone in the hospital loved him 
the most from all the doctors. 


A few months down the line, and | was injured yet again (І got a huge nail through my foot). 
When | was on my way to the hospital | was smiling as | knew | would bump into Abu 
Muhammad Ansari and he would make fun of me asking how | got injured this time. 


After this, whenever | used to go to the hospital, whether it was taking an injured brother 
there or going to visit a brother, he would smile at me, hold me by the hand and look up and 
down my body asking me where | got injured this time. He was such a cheerful and lively 
brother. 


Being a doctor in hospital is not an easy task, and the continuous sight of blood and disabled 
brothers who need assistance for almost everything can cause a lot of stress, yet Abū 
Muhammad Ansari was always seen smiling. He loved helping the injured Mujahidin and he 
never once complained about his tasks. Even if he was tired or eating, he would rush to 
assist the injured with a cheerful face. 


In December 2014, he went to Kobani and set up a small base behind enemy lines where he, 
along with a few other doctors, were healing the injured brothers before sending them to 
the hospitals. As he was doing his work of assisting the injured, a bomb dropped on his 
hideout, killing him and one other brother. 


| remember when | got news of his martyrdom, | was walking in the souk in Al-Bab and 
another doctor, Abu ‘Ali Ansari, saw me and told me of the news. It affected me and | felt 
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the pain of losing him. | can remember how | was walking that day in the souk with my head 
lowered, not thinking of anything but Abu Muhammad Ansari. 


May Allah reward Abu Muhammad Ansari with the best and accept all his good deeds, amin. 
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ABU MOGADISHU 


The American Mujahid 


Abu Mogadishu, as his name suggests, was originally from Somalia and came to Sham from 
America a few months prior to the Sahawat. | had first met him around April 2014 in Halab 

while doing ribat. During this time there was a big western battalion and we occupied a few 
ribat points all adjacent to each other. 


Prior to this time, | was in Jabhat An-Nusrah with an Egyptian battalion so associating with 
Americans in Jihad was a new experience for me. Abu Mogadishu had a very strong 
American accent and there were other Americans present as well. For me, the American 
culture was very unique in the sense that they used a lot of terminology which | was not 
accustomed to. 


| remember once it started pouring down heavily with rain and all us brothers ran indoors 
into the houses we were occupying at that time. After a few minutes, Abu Mogadishu went 
outside in the rain and for about 10 minutes was enjoying himself as he got himself soaking 
wet. A few moments later and a few others also went outside in the pouring rain. A few 
more minutes and all of us brothers were outside in the rain jumping in the puddles and 
wrestling with each other as we got soaked from head to toe. Abu ‘Ali Kashmiri® was also 
present at this occasion, as was Abu ‘Ubaydah Ansari’. 


As stated above, another unique characteristic of Abū Mogadishu was the terminology he 
used. He would always use the term “nigga” for everyone (apologies if | have offended 
anyone by stating this term), even at those who were not of African origin. Once Abū 
Mogadishu was part of a small team that was to attack a village, and as they attacked the 
village the brothers were listening on the radio as they went in. During the fight, a brother 
called out on the radio saying that FSA were in such-and-such house and they had thrown a 
few grenades at the brother. A few seconds later we heard Abu Mogadishu saying, “Oh no 
the hell you didn’t nigga!” Abū Mogadishu was originally a Somali so it was somewhat ok for 
him to use this word, but quite amusingly he would call everyone this, even the Syrians who 
we were fighting. 


He would always talk about how he had “killed that nigga” and because | was not 
accustomed to this word, and saw it only as a derogative word, it would make me smile 
seeing him use it with such comfort and ease. 


Prior coming to Jihad, Abu Mogadishu was married to three wives, he had about 10 
offspring, and was a barber; so he had everything he wanted of this dunya from halal money 
to women. Yet all of this did not prevent him from coming to Jihad. Many of those who have 
forsaken Jihad do so due to petty reasons mainly linked to their wives, yet AbU Mogadishu 


® See p.8 for his biography. 
7 See p.27 for his biography. 
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not only left behind one wife, but three! Not to mention his 10 or so children. He is truly an 
example to be followed for all those married brothers who claim to love Jihad. 


After about a year of Jihad in Sham, he decided to go to Iraq, where he attained martyrdom 
while fighting the Sahawat. May Allah grant him what He has promised to all those who 
attain martyrdom in His path, amin. 
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ABU ‘ABBAS SOMALI 


Humble, cheerful, and down to earth 


| first met Abu ‘Abbas in Atmah while | was still with Jabhat An-Nusrah. At the time | didn’t 
know him well nor did | associate myself with him due to both of us being in two different 
battalions and having our own circle of brothers. However, when | came to Dawlah | met 
him again and this time we became good friends. 


In Dawlah, Abu ‘Abbas done a great deal of ribat, nay most of his Jihadi career was in ribat 
reaping the huge rewards. Abu ‘Abbas always had a cheerful and down to earth character, 
and was always seen smiling. 


| remember when | was injured in my arm, Abu ‘Abbas and | were once talking, and after 
saying a joke he immediately slapped me on my broken arm completely forgetting that it 
was broken (during this period my cast was taken off though my bone was not completely 
healed). | can recall falling down in extreme pain and Abd ‘Abbas instantly helping me up 
apologizing a great deal. Quite ironically this happened to us a few times, Abu ‘Abbas was so 
calm and easy going that he almost forgot | was injured in my arm. 


Although Abu ‘Abbas was very calm and cheerful, he was also fearless in the sight of planes 
in the skies. Whenever a plane would fly above us in the town, most of the brothers would 
run for cover or at least stay indoors. AbU ‘Abbas however, would casually walk outside, 
look upwards at the plane and do du’a that the plane takes his soul. He would say words 
like, “Come on, I’m here. Shoot me.” He had no fear of planes and this was clearly evident in 
his words and actions. 


Abu ‘Abbas came to Sham leaving behind his family, who then managed to come Sham later 
on. During the period when his family was not in Sham, he would constantly talk of his 
daughter and how he missed her. He would talk about her a lot and would express his love 
he had for her. He was a father of two (or three), and just by looking at his character we all 
knew he was a lovely father to his children. 


After his martyrdom, | once saw his son in a walimah of another Somali brother. He looked 
about 4 years old and by Allah he had a special nur (Tr. light) on his face; and no doubt all 
the children of the martyrs have a special nur on their beautiful faces. 


During this walimah | spoke to him about his father, and the way he spoke about him was as 
if he saw his father as his superhero. He narrated an incident of when he first came into 
Sham. During this time a plane was in the sky so he started crying. He then said, “Then 
daddy came and hugged me, then | stopped crying.” The way he mentioned his father was 
as if his father was his superhero. By Allah it was the most beautiful thing | had heard from 
him. The way he looked up to his father was so beautiful. | can just imagine the scene of Abu 
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‘Abbaas hugging his child and his child believing that his father had some superhuman 
ability to make the plane go away. 


May Allah bless his orphaned children and make them from the Mujahidin of the coming 
generation, amin. 
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ABU SA’D BRITANI 


Military minded 


Abu Sa’d Britani was from London, and the brother of the famous Abu Musa Britani who 
done a martyrdom operation in Iraq not too long ago®. 


The two brothers came to Sham quite early on (around June 2013) and as with everyone 
who came prior to August 2014 / Ramadhan 1435, they were a part of building the 
Caliphate. | first met the two brothers in April 2014 when | was to leave Jabhat An-Nusrah 
and join Dawlah. We were a total of about 10 brothers who took the long journey at night 
from Jabhat An-Nusrah territory to Dawlah. 


The night we came to Dawlah, we all met in a secret location in a house on the outskirts of 
the town. In this house | only knew Abd ‘Ali Kashmiri? and Abt Amanah Somali’? (the two 
brothers who helped me clear all my misconceptions regarding Dawlah). As we were waiting 
in the house, | was speaking to Abu Sa’d Britant about all the rumors which | would hear 
from my Amirs in Jabhat An-Nusrah, and Abu Sa’d Britant was almost in tears while 
expressing his sadness over the fitnah. He would tell me how he disliked it and how he 
never wanted to fight Jabhat An-Nusrah. This was in complete contradiction to how the 
Amirs of Jabhat An-Nusrah portrayed Dawlah fighters to be. Just being with him further 
increased my conviction that Dawlah was not as people claimed. 


As we were in this hideout, he would be very cautious if he heard any noise from outside 
and he ensured that all curtains were closed and not a lot of noise was emanating from the 
house. He was doing this as he knew the danger of being caught while in Jabhat An-Nusrah 
territory. As mentioned above, this was early April 2014, and even this early on, Jabhat An- 
Nusrah were fighting Dawlah and were handing them in to FSA fighters, so Abu Sa’d Britant 
would take no chances. 


Abu Sa’d had a military mindset and was very focused and determined while in ribat. He 
would constantly download military and warfare books written by the Kuffar and would 
learn and teach us brothers everything he knew. 


| have sat in ribat with countless brothers from many backgrounds, but Abu Sa’d Britani was 
by far the most determined and focused while standing guard. We would sit for a few hours 
at night with a night vision between us, and whenever he would see a light in the distant 
village turn on, he would draw my attention to it. We would have code names for certain 
landmarks in the enemy village which we would use as reference points when pointing out 
any movement. Even if he saw a car in the village he would follow it with the night vision 


8 See p.23 for his biography. 
° See p.8 for his biography. 
10 See p.12 for his biography. 
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until it had gone off into the distance and out of sight. He would always attempt to pinpoint 
their exact houses they occupied and was very attentive to detail. 


His love for ribat was genuine and this was clearly evident from his actions. Whenever 
brothers would get a few days off from ribat, they would go to the souk and eat all the 
luxury food they had missed out on while in ribat. Many would even bring back snacks to eat 
over the next few days in ribat. AbU Sa’d Britani however, would utilize his free time for the 
benefit of the ribat point. He would go to the stationary shop and print off military books 
which he would bring back to ribat with him. During a long period of time he was the Amir 
of this ribat point and he would always do things systematically leaving no room for 
mishaps. Everything would be in order and everything would be running smoothly. 


Around January 2015 he got married and when | saw him a few weeks later he smiled so 
much when | asked him how married life was. He was sitting in a car when | asked him, and 
he just looked up at me, smiled and said, “I don’t know why | didn’t get married earlier!” 


He got martyred a few months after his marriage in Kobani. 
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ABU MUSA BRITANI 
Greatly missed! 


Abu Musa Britant, as stated above, was 
the younger brother of Abu Sa’d Britant. | 
first met him the same time | met his 
brother — while in in the hideout in Atmah 
on the night we were to come to Dawlah. 


Like his brother, Abt Musa Britani was 
also military minded. He was not the ' 
most knowledgeable of brothers whenit #7 
came to figh ae but he far exceeded a nine Ын ДЕ ер hears E 

s Ба а > 7 ж 
all of us in his knowledge of warfare. Не 
would also do a lot of reading on tactics of war and about weaponry. | can recall an incident 
where | once wished to purchase a new muzzle break for my AK47 so | asked him for some 
advice on which one to get. Abu Musa Britant then began to go into so much detail that | 
hardly understood a word he was saying. He was using so much terminology that | couldn’t 
even understand. It was somewhat amusing as | stood there just nodding my head as he 
spoke, pretending | understood everything he said. 





Abu Musa Britani was a brother who always looked into his heart and examined his niyyah 
and likewise advised others to do the same. He would constantly speak of his fear of having 
a tainted niyyah while in Jihad. When he advised others he did so from a pure heart and out 
of pure love for his brothers, and this is what made his words more powerful. If there is one 
thing which Abu Musa Britani feared, it was dying while his intention for Jihad was tainted. 
So pay heed to the advice of AbU Musa Britani and ensure you look at your niyyah on a daily 
basis. 


Abu Musa was also known for continuously sticking to the morning and evening adhkar. 
Every morning after Fajr Salah he would seclude himself for a short while to do his morning 
adhkar. If someone spoke to him during this time, he would indicate to the brother that he 
was doing his adhkar and that he would come to them once he was done. During the 
evening, he would likewise do the same. He was also constant on praying his Duha prayer, 
which he would also remind others of as well. This may not seem like a big feat but here in 
ribat, it is very tiresome as you are constantly being woken up at night, your sleep patterns 
are always changing and you hardly ever get undisturbed sleep, so everyone goes straight 
back to bed after Fajr Salah. So to stay awake until sunrise every day is a real act of 
determination and a praiseworthy deed which only a few can hold on to. 


Abu Musa Britani was from London and would sometimes use terminology which no one 
would understand. As with all Londoners, the slang is quite strong and quite unique, and for 
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me, it was very difficult to comprehend what exactly he was trying to say at times. 
Numerous times we would be speaking and he would notice the confused look on my face 
and ask me whether | understood what he meant, to which | would slowly shake my head or 
shrug my shoulders, and he would burst out into laughter. Sometimes he would say a 
sentence and those around him would only pick up on a few words, and it would only take a 
moment before someone would ask him what he meant. Him coming from London and me 
with my CELTA background (and apparently my strong English accent), we would sometimes 
just end up laughing while talking to each other due to our different lingo. 


He would occasionally mock me in a brotherly manner saying how | spoke “Queens English” 
and how | should go to the House of Lords to give the “inaugural speech” after we take over 
the UK. | would just smile as he would try to imitate my accent as he attempted to use posh 
words which he didn’t know the meaning to. Such beautiful memories. 


Although Abu Musa Britani came from London and had, from what was apparent, a strong 
Jahiliyyah, he was very good at controlling his anger if anything happened. | can recall an 
incident when another brother started shaking him strongly while holding him from his 
chest. The brother doing this was unaware that such a thing was seen as very disrespectful 
to Abu Musa, and coming from his background, no one does such a thing except while 
confronting or challenging someone. This annoyed Abu MUsa Britani a great deal, however 
as quick as he was to get angry, he remained calm and didn’t say a word in response. A few 
brothers present spoke to the other brother (who was unaware that his actions would have 
annoyed Abu Misa) while the rest of us just gave AbU Musa his space to cool off. As angry 
as Abu Musa was, he managed to keep calm and did not retaliate in a negative manner. А 
few moments later the brother approached Abu Musa to apologize and Abu Musa was quick 
to forgive him. 


Around June 2014, Dawlah in Sham received a lot of ghanimah from our brothers in Iraq; 
every battalion got a 4x4 and a few motorbikes. During this time me and Abu Musa were in 
two separate ribat points next to each other, and the both of us once went on a little ‘test 
drive’ with these brand new motorbikes... ok a drag race! We had a starting point and the 
finish line was about 2km away. As we raced each other, my bike got out of control and | fell 
off and scraped along the road for about 50 meters or so. | was riding on 5" gear so | was 
going quite fast, and after | fell Abu Musa approached me to help me up. | had to go to the 
hospital to get my scars cleaned and for about 2 or 3 weeks | was bandaged up on both my 
arms, both palms, both knees and my right hip. During this period | was off ribat and was 
laying in bed in the safe-house (Ar. Magar), and after every few days AbU Misa would come 
back from ribat to check up on me. When he first saw me laying in bed not being able to 
move my arms nor my legs he just broke into laughter. A few minutes past before he 
managed to control himself and after apologizing for his initial laughter at me, he broke into 
laughter again. It was such a humorous scene as he changed from laughing and apologizing 
for his laughter. 


Abu Musa Britani was a very built brother and was always working out while in ribat and 
also during his days off. During my early months in Sham | was also somewhat muscular and 
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the both of us would work out together. So many days we would go jogging together, or 
find a quite spot somewhere to do pushups, pull ups, dips, etc. So many days he would 
come and find me and would ask me to work out with him. Likewise, after our training 
sessions | would make us a small, but high protein meal. Whenever | would make a healthy, 
rich protein meal, | would find him and invite him to eat and he would likewise do the same. 


Even during ribat we would train together, finding bars and heavy objects to do all sorts of 
workouts. Many times the other brothers would try to compete with Abu Musa but no one 
would be able to outdo him in working out. Many people, nay the majority, end up loosing 
weight and hence loosing their physical strength while here in Sham, however Abu Musa 
managed to keep his built physique intact. It was only after the martyrdom of his brother 
did he start to loose weight. 


His brother got Shahadah around April 2015 and thereon Abu Musa was not the same as he 
was before. I was in Raqqa when | saw him for the first time after his brother’s martyrdom. | 
saw him in the distance and started walking up to him and as soon as he saw me, he hugged 
me and asked me how | was. He then asked if | had heard the news of his brother’s demise. 
As | gave him my condolences, | noticed how much weight he had lost and how red and 
swelled up his eyes were but | didn’t mention it as | knew the reason behind it. Loosing his 
brother was not easy for him and | could see how greatly it affected him. 


At the time | was somewhat confused as to who got shahadah, whether him or his brother, 
and for some reason he got news that | had become a martyr. So it was a nice meeting, but 
also very emotional with mixed feelings. 


During his time in Dawlah after the Sahawat, his close circle of brothers were three; Abu ‘Ali 
Kashmiri, Abu Amanah Somali and his blood brother, Abt Sa’d Вгіїапт. All three had now 
become martyrs and only he remained from his close circle; and no doubt this affected him 
so much that one could clearly notice the effects this had on him. All of his close brothers 
were now gone, and although there were many of us brothers around him who were close 
to him, we were not as close as the above mentioned three, for they had been with him 
from the very beginning of his Jihadi career. 


As the weeks went on, Abt Musa began to become quieter and more discreet in what he 
was doing. | would see him in Raqqa and when I would ask him what he was doing and 
where he was planning to go, he would always respond with hesitation as if he was up to 
something top secret. Quite a few brothers noticed this, and it was only after he had done 
his martyrdom operation in Iraq did we find out what his plans were. 


The brother was always talking about keeping one’s intentions clean and not telling others 
about any big operations one done (or might be planning to do), and he kept strong to 
ensure there was no way for riya’ (Tr. showing off) to creep into his heart. 


Abi Misa Britani was very strict on his amniyat (i.e. keeping his real identity hidden). 
Islamically speaking it is permissible to lie about one’s background if one fears for his safety 
or the safety of his family, and this holds true for all those who are here in Jihad. There 
could be spies around and this is also one reason why we change our names and have 
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Kunyas (i.e. Abd so and so). Sometimes new brothers would ask him where he was from or 
what nationality he was. To one brother he would say he was Scottish, to another he would 
say he was Irish, and to another he would say he is an English revert. Once a new brother 
asked him of his nationality and Abu Musa Britani replied saying he was a Scottish revert. | 
was sitting behind the brother who asked him the question and as he replied, | looked at 
Abu Musa Britani and as we exchanged glances | couldn’t help myself from smiling, 
especially since Abu Musa Britant had such a serious look on his face. The brother than 
asked him how he converted, whether his parents were still Kuffar and other random 
questions. | just sat there smiling at him as he was making up the answers as he went along, 
getting himself into a very sticky situations. 


It was only after we saw a picture of him wearing a mask online did we realize what had 
happened (may Allah curse the one who informed the British authorities of his real identity 
on TV). After about 2 years of Jihad Abt Musa Britant left this world with a big bang, literally. 
The martyrdom of his close circle of brothers and then of his blood brother really affected 
him a lot and had a big impact on his life. He lost his closest and best friends so the sadness 
he felt was real, and he was eagerly anticipating to meet them again. 


Abu Musa Britant is truly missed by all those who knew him. May we reunite in the 
hereafter alongside all the martyrs, and may He heal the hearts of all those who have lost 
close friends, amin. 


A few months after his martyrdom, and while writing these words in memory of him, | 
dreamt of Abt Musa Britant. This dream occurred to me while | was in ribat in Wilayah Halab, 
prior to praying Fajr Salah. In the dream | was in a large room, a bit like a masjid hall. | was 
doing my adhkar while standing up at the front of the hall and it was as if a voice was telling 
me to wait a few moments until | could see him. | stood there in anticipation doing my 
adhkar, and then the voice told me to go to a side room where he was waiting for me. 


When | entered the room, | found Abu Musa Britant standing in the small room. Upon seeing 
him, | immediately started crying and reached out to hug him. | then noticed another 
brother, Abd Amanah Somali", standing behind him, and after hugging Abt Musa | kissed 
him on the forehead out of love and respect for him. | then moved to Abu Amanah Somalt 
and likewise hugged him and kissed him on the forehead as well. All along | was crying; fast 
flowing tears which were uncontrollable. 


The voice that told me to wait and then told me to go to the side room was a voice that | 
could not hear but | understood. It felt like Allah was speaking to me and giving me the 
privilege to meet these two brothers. 


| pray that Allaah blesses Abd Misa Britani (and all the Shuhada’) with an honourable life in 
the hereafter and allows all of us who are still awaiting for martyrdom not to alter in the 
least in our determination, amin. 


1 See p.12 for his biography. 
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ABU ‘UBAYDAH ANSARI 


My younger brother 


Abu ‘Ubaydah Ansari was a young 17 year old Syrian. He was with me in ribat for about 
three months and during this time we got to know each other very well. 


In our ribat point Abu ‘Ubaydah was the youngest, so he was seen as the ‘younger brother’ 
of many of us, and hence he would be the one who everyone would play fight with if 
boredom overtook us. Due to his somewhat young age, he was slightly annoying at times 
but it was something we could all live with. In ribat, the brothers around you almost become 
like family, as we eat, sleep, pray and do everything else together. Abū ‘Ubaydah was no 
doubt the annoying young brother, but loved by all. 


In ribat | would do a lot of reading and practically every day he would come sit next to me 
and ask me to translate what | was reading for him. Obviously when reading to oneself, one 
tends to read much more, so at times | would tell him | needed time to myself to read and 
he would nag and nag so much until | translate a page for him. At the end of this, | would 
start reading to myself and he would again nag me so much until | gave in to his requests. At 
times he would ask me to translate to him just because he was curious not out of an 
eagerness to learn, or at times he would just do it to annoy me. 


Once he accidently ripped a corner of a page from one of my books and after he realized 
that it annoyed me, he started ripping a small bit from the corner of every page. | would pin 
him down, beat him up, let him go after he would scream saying ‘sorry’, and a few minutes 
later he would repeat the same thing. He would get some sort of a high at getting beaten 
up, but it was all in a brotherly love fashion. 


The Prophet (saw) said, “Indeed the tourism of my nation is Jihad in the path of Allah.” [Aba 
Dawud] This is something which every Mujahid can testify to. | have always been into nature 
and landscapes, and while doing ribat in the countryside, one notices the many beautiful 
sceneries around him of sunsets, the sun rising behind mountains, the bright moon, the 
hundreds of shining stars in the sky, etc. While in ribat | would constantly take pictures of 
the many beautiful sceneries and whenever Abū ‘Ubaydah would notice I’m taking a picture, 
he would come and distract me, poking me and doing many things not letting me take my 
pictures. At times he would also ruin the picture, especially if it needed my immediate 
attention like the birds flying around or something similar. At times he would stand in front 
of the landscape and not move until I take a nice picture of him. We would annoy each 
other in the most beautiful of ways, beat each other up in cheerful moods, and still be the 
best of friends. 


On one occasion during ribāt, it started pouring down heavily with rain. Abū ‘Ubaydah 
Ansari immediately went outside and started having a wash in the rain. A few other 
brothers also joined him. As everyone was outside, he came back inside, got a bottle of 
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shampoo and ran back outside. | watched as he rubbed the shampoo into his hair and 
enjoyed the rain. He was literally the beloved young brother of us who would do random 
(and sometimes weird!) things which would make us all smile. 


During Shawwal 1435 (around August 2014) | got injured in a battle and was to rest in 
hospital for a very long duration. During this time, Abū ‘Ubaydah came off the front lines to 
assist the doctors in the hospital. He would come to me and serve food and help me in many 
other basic tasks which I was incapable to do. Many times however, he would poke me on 
my wound and put my plate of food slightly away from me as a playful joke to tease me for 
all the times | would bully him. 


| remember an incident where me and Abd ‘Ali Kashmiri’? gave him a ‘dead leg’ as he kept 
on annoying us, so as | was laying there in the hospital bed, he put his finger on my wound 
and reminded me of that time. The two of us would constantly play fight and this was his 
time for some ‘sweet revenge’. We had a very unique relationship such that we would 
constantly bully each other without the slightest hesitation and it would be in such a 
brotherly manner. 


Abu ‘Ubaydah attained martyrdom in Kobani. When | heard of his martyrdom it was as if | 
had lost a younger brother. A month or so after his martyrdom | saw his younger brother, 
Abu Qaswarah, who is about 7 or 8 years old outside the masjid for Taraw! prayer. He ran up 
to me saying my name, and after hugging me, he smiled while asking me where his brother 
was. This was the first time | was to console someone as young as him, so | replied by 
saying, “He’s in Jannah waiting for you.” My reply made him smile so much that he couldn’t 
stop himself. When | noticed his cheerful character, | asked him when he was also going to 
meet him, and he simply carried on smiling, looking up at me with a huge grin on his face. 


By Allah, the light (Ar. Ndr) which emanates from the faces of these young souls is too 
beautiful to describe in words. May Allah make this young Abu Qaswarah as strong as his 
elder brother, amin. 


? See p.8 for his biography. 
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ABU ‘ABDULLAH BRITANI 


The terrorist 


If there is one word to describe Abu 
‘Abdullah Britani, then it’s a terrorist. AbG 
‘Abdullah Britant was known for always 
terrorizing the Kuffar in the west all the 
way from the front lines here in Sham. 


When | first met the brother, | would 
notice that he was always busy on his 
mobile phone, later on | realized that he 
was writing death threats and other violent 
messages to the west. Even while sitting in 
ribat, he would constantly be on his phone sending death threats and bomb threats to MP’s 
and other people who held government positions. 





So many times | would go online and when browsing the net | would see his picture come up 
with an article dedicated to him in the news. His hatred of the Kuffar was so deeply rooted 
inside him that he never missed any opportunity to terrorize them in any way he saw 
possible. Indeed he terrorized the Kuffar with his limbs as well as with his tongue. He was a 
brother who truly loved terrorizing the Kuffar. 


Although he was very harsh against the enemies of Islam, he was very merciful towards the 
Muslims. During Ramadhan 1435 (July 2014) we had about a dozen civilians who were 
working with us in our ribat point to build bunkers and fortify our walls. As they were 
working, FSA had launched a small motor rocket which landed nearby and injured a few of 
them. It seemed as if this was the first time they experienced something like this, as they 
began screaming and running in all directions in confusion and fear. When they realized that 
a few of them were injured, their screams intensified. The brothers assisted the injured into 
a small van nearby and we drove the injured to the hospital back in the main city. As we 
were helping the injured and bandaging the wounds, the others were still screaming in high 
voices, and were somewhat wailing over their injured. This was somewhat irritating to the 
brothers present, especially since we knew that the injuries were not life threatening and 
were quite minor as compared to many other injuries we had witnessed. 


A few of the brothers spoke to each other about this annoying them, especially since we 
were trying to console them and they were not paying heed to our words. A few brothers 
had to walk a little to the side away from the civilians as they were not calming down due to 
our reassuring words. During this phase, Abu ‘Abdullah Britant remained calm and was not 
effected by any of this. He continuously reassured them that everything was going to be fine 
and he even reprimanded some brothers who may have expressed their annoyance at 
them. 
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About six months down the line, Abu ‘Abdullah Britani joined the bomb department, and 
was constantly making bombs and other devices for brothers to use on the front lines. 
During this time period, Abu ‘Abdullah and a few other brothers got injured due to a minor 
mistake when dealing with the equipment. Abu ‘Abdullah burnt both his arms, his face and 
a small portion of his chest. During this difficult phase, he remained calm and would never 
complain about his injuries or his pain. Those of us who have been injured can testify to the 
extreme pain and agony one goes through while injured, so seeing a brother remain patient 
during this phase is a real sign of high Iman and strong resolve. 


Abu ‘Abdullah was blessed that his wife and kids were also here in Sham during this time so 
he had the support of his wife. May Allah reward all the wives of the Mujahidin who stick by 
their husband’s side, aiding and supporting them through tough times. The brothers would 
occasionally visit Abu ‘Abdullah in his house and even though the brother was in a lot of 
pain, he was always smiling and was very optimistic about his healing process. 


Abu ‘Abdullah Britani attained martyrdom in Shawwal 1436 (July/August 2015) in the city of 
Raqqa after being targeted by a drone strike. May Allāh grant patience to his wife and kids 
and may He raise more ‘terrorists’ from his progeny, amin. 
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ABU ANAS ANSARI 


Young in age, yet strong at heart 


Although this article is dedicated to those who have become martyred, | cannot but help 
myself from mentioning the young Abu Anas Ansari. 


| first met Abu Anas Ansari in April 2014 when | was going to ribat in a small village between 
Al-Bab and Ikhtirin; there were about 7 of us brothers in a van and before going to our ribat 
point we stopped over at another ribat point as some brothers needed to change their 
shifts. As we stopped over at this ribat point, | saw Abu Anas Ansari crying so much as they 
told him to get in the van and off the ribat point. At the time, he was a only 13 years old and 
the brothers told him to return to the safe house located about 20km behind enemy lines 
due to his small age. 


As he came to the van, his eyes were flowing with so many tears, and | could hear his 
sobbing so clearly. | sat in the van staring at this young Syrian boy as he begged the Amir to 
let him stay in ribat. No matter what the brothers said, AbU Anas was not satisfied with the 
reasons for not allowing him to stay. 


His tears rolled down his cheeks and as he sat there, he lowered his head not looking up at 
anyone. Just his face gave away all the signs of the mixed emotions he was feeling, from 
sadness to anger. | cannot describe how beautiful the scene was. A young Syrian boy, with 
not even a single hair on his face, was crying so profusely with his tears covering his entire 
face. He had tears roll down his cheeks, roll down to the tip of his nose, and it was a scene 
which touched everyone who was present. He finally stopped sobbing so much when the 
Amir told him that he could return to ribat after some time. As we drove off the ribat point 
and the ribat point | was to get off at, he just sat at the front of the van with his gaze fixed to 
the floor in sadness. 


A few months later, | met Abu Anas Ansari again, this time we were both in the same ribat 
point. | remember on one occasion we were going to sneak up on the enemy at around 
2am. The Amir elected Abt JundUIlah Uzbeki to choose two more brothers from among us 
to go for this small task. He chose me and another brother for this task. Abu Anas Ansari 
requested that he be allowed to go forward into enemy camp, yet Abu JundUllah refused 
saying how he was "only a small child". As soon as he said this, the eyes of Abu Anas began 
to swell and go red. We watched as he lowered his head and began to cry so much. 


| reprimanded Abu JundUllah telling him that what he said was inappropriate and reminded 
him that the two Sahabahs who killed Abū Jahl were "only small children". | then hugged 
Abu Anas, who was still looking down on the floor in sadness, angry at what Abu JundUllah 
had said to him. Abu JundUllah saw me hug him, so he also came near to apologize and hug 
Abu Anas. As Abu JundUllah tried to hug him, Abu Anas pushed his hand away, the same 
way a little kid would do so when he is angry. He was so upset and it was obvious that he 
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was criticizing Abu JundUllah in his head, thinking of so many things to say to him. Abu Anas 
was young at age and acted in such a beautiful way that made us all increase in our love for 
him. He was like our young brother who wanted something so badly but then started to cry 
when it wasn’t given to him. Abu JundUllah tried to talk to him but Abu Anas never once 
glanced at him nor replied back to him, but just kept on pushing him away every time Abu 
JundUllah tried to come near to him. Such a beautiful young brother mashaAllah. 


During the next few weeks, Abu Anas would play a vital role in planning attacks against the 
enemy and planning night raids into enemy territory. Me, Abu Anas and Abu JundUllah 
Uzbeki would sit with our Amir Abd Muhammad Shishant, coming up with tactics to sneak 
up towards the enemy and take them out by surprise. Abu Anas, although young at age was 
nothing less than a real man in his heart. His body was slim and short yet his heart was like 
that of a lion. Many times the four of us would sit in a circle and Abu Anas would mention a 
tactic which would make us all smile. So young yet so brave and creative in his tactics. 


A few months later | was injured and while | was back in the town of Al-Bab, | would see Abu 
Anas driving around the town during his days off ribat. He is now 14 years old and | would 
see him on his motorbike driving around, with his Kalashnikov strapped onto his back 
wearing his military clothing. 


| remember | once saw him in a 4x4 sitting with a very built Bosnian brother. | looked at him 
and smiled and realized how Allah gives honor to those who fight jihad in His Path, and how 
He humiliates those who abandon this path. While many Syrian men are on the streets 
selling petrol and diesel or working as cleaners on the road, this young Syrian Mujahid is 
driving around in a Hilux with his Kalashnikov and his radio, armed with ammunition and 
military equipment. 


In Ramadhan 1436 (July 2015) | was assigned a new ribat point, and as | came to my new 
position, | noticed Abu Anas Ansari sitting in the corner of the room. When he saw me, he 
approached me and hugged me and | kissed him on his forehead out of respect for this 
young Mujahid. Quite a few brothers were present yet it was Abu Anas Ansari who showed 
me around and informed me of enemy positions. The enemy was about 2km away from us 
and between us was nothing but an open field. | was expecting to be in a ribat point much 
closer than this, so | was somewhat disappointed to be in this location. When he saw the 
unsatisfied expression on my face, he knew the reasons behind it and said, “(translated as) 
Yeah | know, too far to sneak up on them.” 


Allah gives honour to those who deserve it, and whenever | see this young brother | always 
approach him to give him a hug and a kiss on his forehead. May Allah grant him a blessed 
life, keep him steadfast on this path, and grant him an honourable death just as He is giving 
him an honourable life, amin. 
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CONCLUSION 


Jihad is an emotional rollercoaster. In this path you meet so many beautiful brothers, 
brothers who you wish you could spend eternity with, however death is decreed for all of us 
and it’s a matter which is in the Hands of Allaah. 


No doubt the best friends one can ever make is while in jihad. May Allah inspire many 
through these short biographies and increase the love we have to attain martyrdom in His 
cause. 


There are countless other brothers whose lives are also an inspiration and whose 
biographies | would have loved to document, from among them, AbU Mus’ab Shami, Abu 
Bakr Shishani, Abu Zubayr Somali, Abu Tawbah Amriki, AbU Ghanimah Britani, Abu ‘Abdur 
Rahman Rus!, Abu Muthanna Misr1, Abu Nur Australi, Abu Sumayyah Eritri and many others. 
While writing this small book, | got news of a close brother’s martyrdom operation in Iraq by 
the name of Abu Bakr Jazrawt, may Allah accept his efforts. InshaAllah if time permits, | 
would be adding to this book in the near future. 


| end with the Words of Allah: “Among the believers are men who have been true to their 
covenant with Allah (they have gone out for jihad), of them some have fulfilled their 
obligations (have become martyred); and others still wait (for martyrdom) while not 
changing (in their determination) in the least.” [33:23] 


May Allah bless us all with martyrdom in His path, amin. 
Abi Sa'eed Al-Britant (Kik: shaykh.anwar) 


Al-Bab, Sham. 


09/11/1436 (Corresponding to 24/08/2015) 


33 


